Life and Letters

to which no works are attached at all; they
are spoken of with respect; they must not be
missed out on any account; but we know
nothing of the men beyond their names. And
this, which is an uncommon occurrence in the
sphere of literature, is in other spheres common;
for our dim and inchoate early records have
handed down to us the names of thousands of
monarchs and warriors who meant to leave
their marks on the world, whose names do
reverberate through the ages, and of whom
we know nothing more. What was Sen-
nacherib like ? What, beyond their names,
did Hengist and Horsa leave behind themj
And, dreaming of that posthumous life which
is so usual a human ambition, would they
have been satisfied to know that they would
survive only in a mere verbal repetition of the
names they bore ?

Probably they would have preferred
that to nothing. This passion is beyond
reason. Reason tells us that time is long and
eternity longer, that all civilisations pass, and
that in the end all records fade. We cannot,
looking ahead, visualise millions of years of
accumulated reputations. Old fames must
die as new fames grow, and accident may wipe
them out with more than normal rapidity.
" What poets sang in Atlantis ? " asks a modern
poet. We know what they must have felt,
but we do not know who they were ; and the
tidal wave that suddenly submerged that
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